Chapter 1: Opening Dialouge

I don't know who the hell I am. I can't stop this. It's so painful. I keep hurting my friends. I keep getting hurt myself. I'm gonna get my brains bashed in one of these days, and it's gonna because of this stupid baseball bat.



Chapter 2: Encounter

It was pouring outside. I let the rain drench the poncho as I walked along the sidewalk. Maybe I'll let my mind flow from a topic that isn't all the reasons I'm unhappy.

I sat on the wet sidewalk as the storm continued to build. Why do I feel this way? Why do I lust for such shitty things? I can't handle this anymore. I feel like I'm going to have another panic attack. I saw someone in the corner of my eye. Someone with a bat.

"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Laying off steam." They responded.
"I think I am too. I can't quite tell anymore."
"Neither can I, honestly."
"What's the bat for?"
"It's a weapon that doesn't get much attention."
"Who are you planning to use it on?"
"I'm not sure."

A pause.

"I shouldn't be here." They suddenly said.
"Why?"
"I'm gonna hurt someone."
"I thought that's what you wanted to do."
"No, no...I don't know what I want anymore. I change my mind on a dime. I don't feel like in in control."
"Control is a very hard thing to learn for some people."
"Well, it's different for me, okay?"
"Okay?"
"Sorry."
"It's okay! You're okay."
"Sorry. I'm sorry."
"Stop pacing."
"I can't. I need to calm down. It helps."

A pause.

"I can't stand these headaches." They said.
"Maybe you could see a doctor?"
"The only doctor I need is adrenaline."
"For what?"
"Bashing people's brains in."
"I thought you just said-"
"I changed my mind. Can I bash yours?"
"No!"
"I don't know why I asked as if you have a choice."
"I do have a choice, and the answer is no."

I started to get up, but he swung his bat at me, and I moved my head, but it still hit my glasses. They fell to the ground, and I swooped to pick them up. I grabbed them, and caught the bat in my hand when they went to strike again. I pushed the bat away, put my glasses back on, and ran.

My glasses were cracked. I could still see, but it was definitely enough of a distraction. I ran to my car, turned on the ignition, and drove back home.


Chapter 3: After Effect

I flicked on my walkie-talkie and tried to let the static help me drift back to sleep.

Sometimes I wonder why a lot of things happen. Everything seems like it happens for no real reason. It seems like there's nothing bigger than you and your own thoughts. Your own little head, and your stupid little brain. Sometimes I feel like they've been bashed in for years.

But they haven't. I have to keep telling myself that. They haven't.

A voice flickered in and out of the static on the walkie-talkie. It makes me feel crazy sometimes. Larger. Important. It gives me worth.

I hate it. It's nothing important. It never comes in clear. It used to, but not anymore. It's nothing. I have to ignore it before I let it get to me.

Sometimes the voice entices me. Tells me lies. Tells me things to do, and places to be. I can't listen to it.

I can't listen. It's noise. It's just background noise. If I listen, I might as well be the one with the bat.

Sometimes I wonder, why does getting your head bashed in with a bat make you want to make you do the same to others? Do you want them to feel how you felt? Do you want them to feel in pain, so they feel crazy?

I wonder how many of them are crazy. I wonder if maybe some of them aren't.

All that matters is that I tell myself I am, but only a little.

I'm still here. I'm alive, and I need to keep it that way.